Vol. XOXEXS No. 582. { REGISTER ED AT THE GENERAL | 


| POST OFFICE AS A NEWSPAPER | 


Lallie Charles 
A FUTURE PRIME MINISTRETTE—PERHAPS! MISS” CHRISTABEL PANKHURST Naa 


Miss Pankhurst, who has again in company with her mother and Mrs. Drummond martyred herself in the cause of woman's suffrage, is certainly one of 
the most interesting and attractive supporters of the cause. She has time on her side, and if in these topsy-turvy days the sex gains the vote and 
subsequently the House we may yet see her leading a feminine government and possibly disenfranchising the men 
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Thomson 


LORD GLAMIS 


The eldest son of the Earl and Countess of Strathmore 
and Kinghorne, whose engagement to Lady D. Osborne, 
daughter of the Duke of Leeds, is announced 


An Ideal Christmas Present. 
HE generous thought of Queen 
Alexandra to issue a book of 
snapshots taken solely by 
herself and of personages 
and circumstances impossible for the 
general public to obtain embraces 
not only all the factors of which 
true philanthropy is compounded 
but has in itself an added touch of 
genius as well. For not only is the 
book well worth having on its 
intrinsic merits alone, but for the 
modest sum of 2s. 6d. each subscriber 
is enabled to practise altruism and 
selfishness at the same time and will 
be—or ought to be—delighted that 
not only is he getting a book of 
exceptional interest and beauty but 
he is helping those many charities 
whose welfare her Majesty has so 
much at heart. And it is very 
pleasant to learn from “The Daily 
Telegraph,” which has the honour of 
issuing the volume, that the demand 
for copies is unprecedented. 


An Ominous Future. 
Ne last it would 

secret of aerial navigation has 
been solved. Such at least is the 
thought of a powerful French syndi- 
cate which has arranged’ with Mr. 
Wilbur Wright to construct other 
aeroplanes upon his invention with 
the hope eventually of making 
transit through the air as common 
in everyday life as the motor car 
is at present. Indeed, to the pedes- 
trian the future looks ominous; 
not only can Mr. Wright's inven- 
tion be navigated in mid-air with 
the utmost ease but only last week 
another record was broken by the 
aeroplane accomplishing a journey of 
-nearly an hour and a quarter with- 
out theslightest hitch and with two 
persons on board. Altogether it 
seems that the aerial omnibus is 
merely a question of time. 


seem that the 


-Not Every Man has his Price. 


The Grand Duchess Elizabeth, 


a nunnery near Moscow. 


“| he Earl of Shaftesbury has declined an 
offer of £1,000 a week for a period 
of thirty weeks for a concert tour in 


America. The impresario who made him 
this offer assured him that everything 


would be done en prince and the dignity 
of the noble singer’s exalted rank would 
be everywhere upheld to the utmost. 
We are sorry for the amusement of the 
American public that the aristocratic 
songster should have declined the offer as 
we should have liked to see the manner 
in which his aristocratic dignity would 
have withstood the onslaughts of the 
American press. 


To Each Man his God. 


owadays everybody has his mascot. 
The idea is modish, and as such is 
everywhere indulged in. We may hang 
pigs or charms to our bracelets or place 
images of Siva and Buddha in our rooms, 
or hang horseshoes over our doors and 
grotesque deities on our motor cars, the 
desire is always the same. To court luck 
at any price—that is the modern fetish 
And the latest thing of that description is 
a cheery little creature indeed. In appear- 
ance it resembles nothing so much as 
some hideous Chinese deity, but upon its 
face is a smile so distorted and weird that 
to look at it begets a smile, and so one 


THE CZARINA’S SISTER ENTERS A CONVENT 
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the Czarina’s sister and widow of 
the Grand Duke Sergius (assassinated in Moscow in 1905), has entered 
The grand duchess, whose portrait is repro- 
duced above and who was born in 1864, has taken the veil as a novice 
and will probably later subscribe to the strictest conventual vows 
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“MR. H. T. WILLIAMS 


The-High Sheriff of Worcestershire, whose wedding to 
Miss Esmé Magill Crichton, daughter of Major Andrew 
Magill Crichton, took place on the 14th inst. 


goes on to laughter, and thus the object 
for which the thing was invented is 
accomplished. This ~ gaiety - compelling 
image is called ‘the God-ol- things- 
as- -they- ought-to-be, and it should 
be placed before any dentist’s chair 
and upon the breakfast table alter 
a “night out” and should be found 
among the letters at Christmas-time 
when the bills come in. 


ae with Thousands of Unemployed 


Then England is the only nation 

Ww ho—to put it in proverbial 
language — kisses the hand that 
smites it has again been painfully 
illustrated by the Educational Com- 
mittee of the London County 
Council, which has conceived the 
hospitable idea of educating all aliens 
in London free of charge—and we 
presume at the ratepayers’ expense. 
Not only will all the derelicts and 
“undesirables” of other countries 
be taught that the English language 
contains a few more words than 
“all right” and “ plum pudding ” 
but they will be instructed in other 
subjects as well. 


ie 


A Probable Judge. 
t is regarded as certain that the 
next judicial vacancy that takes 
place in the King’s Bench Division 
will be filled by the appointment of 
Mr. Shee, K.C. Mr. Shee has long 
been one of the best-known. advo- 
cates at the Common Law Bar. and 
is one of the wittiest men practising. 
“Tam not here to-day,” he told a 
jury not so very long ago, “‘so much 
as an advocate as a humble searcher 
after truth, and in that capacity I 
feel that my client must win the 
day.” This unconventional opening 
was too much for the court, which 
laughed heartily, even the judge 
being compelled to smile. 
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THE BALMACAAN HOUSE PARTY—SOME OF THE GUESTS 


The principal names, frem left to right, are: 


Mr. F. Martin, Mr. Bradley Martin (the host), Lady Howe, Count Metternich, Mrs, Bradley Martin (seated), 


Lord Craven 


(behind her), Lady Craven (with hat), Major the Hon. E. St. Aubyn, Miss Hwfa Williams, and Mr. Webb 


Two Dukes who have been Tipped. 


‘Two of our dukes — their graces of 

Norfolk and ,Richmond — count 
among their treasures sixpences that, they 
have ‘fairly earned in the way of tips. 
Not long ago the Duke ‘of Norfolk hap- 
pened to be waiting in-the station at 
Rome watching-a train arrive when a 
young English ‘Tady came up and asked 
if he “spoke English: Finding that he did 
she promptly took him to be a courier 
(though truth to tell most couriers are 
better dressed than our premier duke 
usually is) and handed him her bag to 
carry to the hotel. 
This he humbly did 
with much _ secret 
amusement and was 
gravely rewarded 
with an English six- 
pence, which he has 
kept ever since and 
shows with pride as 
the only one he has 
ever earned by his 
hands. 


A Ducal Guide. 


he Duke of Rich- 
mond was 
tipped a_ sixpence 
by a tripper belong- 
ing to a party to 
whom he offered his 
services as guide 
while his steward 
was showing another 
party over Goodwood 
House. Incidentally 
it was rather a mau- 
vais quart dheure as 
he was asked several 
questions about him- 
self by the unsus- 
pecting trippers to 
which he found it 
extremely difficult in 
concocting answers, 
and nearly betrayed 
himself more than 
once by bursting into 
laughter. 


Arriving at the House. 


MR. JOHN BURNS 


Cabinet Ministers whose doors were plastered with 
Suffragette proclamations 


A New Kitchener Story. 
Lod Kitchener has recently been carry- 
ing out a series of inspections at 
several stations and has had some amus- 
ing experiences. One of the best of these 
was at a certain station—not of the first 
importance by any means—where the 
ollicer in command had a high opinion of 
his military abilities. For the entertain- 
ment of Lord Kitchener he caused his men 
to go through a series of amazing revolu- 
tions, during the course of which everyone 
managed to. get completely mixed up and 
no one seemed to know precisely what 


Mr. Burns was one of the 
years ago. 
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THE MARQUIS OF DUFFERIN AND AVA 


Who succeeded his father, 
The present marquis takes a keen interest 
in all sports 


was happening. At the conclusion of the 
manceuvres the commanding officer turned 
to Kitchener with a complacent smile and 
said, ‘ There, your lordship, J flatter my- 
self that that was extremely well done.” 
“Oh, excellently,” returned Kitchener 
with a grim smile; “but what on earth 
were you Boop. to do, may yl ask ? 


A World woue 
ord Kitchener is looking forward to 
the approaching termination of lis 
period of command in India with great 
satisfaction. There does not seem much 
chance of another 
appointment — being 
found for him im- 
mediately, so he 
hopes to fill in the 
interval by a tour 
that will extend prac- 
tically round the 
world. 


a 


Kitchener on Japan. 
Ore of the coun- 
tries his lordship 
has always had an 
ambition to visit is 
Japan; this will be 
one of his first calls. 
Lord Kitchener is by 
no means an out- 
and-out worshipper 
of the Japanese Army 
and its methods, aud 
he once expressed 
the opinion to a 
group of friends that 
the Japanese had 
done nothing during 
the war with Russia 
that an equal num- 
ber of the Indian 
native army could 
not have performed 
equally well. How- 
ever, this is a matter 
which Lord Kitchener 
later on hopes to 
study on the spot. 


the Ist marquis, six 
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SHIPPING, TOURS, 
SPAS, &c. 


AUSTRALIA and NEW ZEALAND 


BY THE 


ORIENT-ROYAL MAIL LINE 


From LONDON to FREMANTLE, ADELAIDE, MELBOURNE, SYDNEY, and 
BRISBANE, without transshipment, calling at 
GIBRALTAR, MARSEILLES, NAPLES, PORT SAID, COLOMBO. 
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on death of relatives or friends or with assured incomes. 
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AIETY THEATRE. Manager, Mr. Georce Epwarpgs, 


Every Evening at 8.0. Mr. George Edwardes’s New Production. 
HAVAN 


A Musical Play. MATINEE EVERY SATURDAY at 2. 
Box-office open daily 10 till 10. 


HAFTESBURY THEATRE. Mr. H. B. Irvine. 


Every Evening at 8.45, “THE LYONS MAIL.” 
H. B. IRVING. Miss DOROTHEA BAIRD. 


At 8.15, THE SERGEANT OF HUSSARS, by CiceLty HaAmILTON. 
Rox Office 10 till 10. Telephone 6867 Gerrard. Seats may be reserved from 10s. 6d. to 1s. 6d, 
Entire Pit (2s. 6d.) and Gallery (1s.) unreserved. Matinees, WEDS. & SATS at 2.15, 
[LONDON HIPPODROME. 
TWICE DAILY, at 2 and 7.45 p.m. 
MIRTH, MYSTERY, AND SENSATION, 
AQUATIC, STAGE, AND EQUESTRIAN SPECTACLE, 


EMPIRE. LYDIA KYASHT, Europe's Greatest Dancer in “A DAY IN PARIS,” 
“AFTER THE OPERA.” 
GORDON CLEATHER, BIOSCOPE, and SELECTED VARIETIES. 
EVERY EVENING at 8.0. Manager, Mr. H. J. Hircuins, 


HY ERES GOLF CEUB._.18 Holes. 


OPEN OCTOBER 15TH TO MAY 15TH. 


Three minutes’ walk from Golf Hotel. 
GEORGE H. LOGAN, Secretary, 
For HEALTH 


EA UR © G ATE. witeeencuns 


Bracing Moorland Air. Splendid Scenery. 
Magnificent Walks and Drives. Extensive Pine Woods. 


WORLD-RENOWNED MINERAL SPRINGS 


(over 80), Sulphurous, Chalybeate, Saline, &c. 


FINEST BATHS IN EUROPE (50 Treatments), 


including Sulphur Baths, Massage Baths, Massage Douches, Hot Air Baths, Vapour Baths, 
Electric Baths, Peat, Turkish, Russian, &c. Treatment for Muco-Membranous Colitis, Chronic 
Appendicitis, &c. 


Write for Illustrated Booklet, describing Waters and Treatments, 
BUCKLAND, General Manager, 2, Wells and Baths, Harrogate. 


THE TATLER’S HOTEL LIST. 


ABERDEEN.—Palace Hotel. Adjoins station. Patronised by Royalty. 


Mr. 


to H. J, 


AVIEMORE.—Station Hotel, Aviemore, Strathspey. W.H. Lecce, Manager. 


OSTON SPA—Royal Hotel. Beautiful grounds. Lawn tennis. ‘Bowling freen! Fishing 
and boating. Motor garage. Special Tariff for Week Ends. Proprietor, H. Knaacs. 


OURNEMOUTH.—Royal Bath Hotel. “The Hotel de Luxe of the South.” Overlooking 
Bay and Pier. No charge for attendance or lights. Hotel Orchestra plays in Grand Palm 
Lounge every evening. Garage. Near Meyrick and Queen's Parks Golf Links. ‘lerms 4 la 
carte orinclusive. t&£87 Book to Bournemouth Central Station. C. A. ScHwase, Gen. Manager, 


BRAEMAR.—Fife Arms Hotel. Centre of Scottish Highlands. 


RIDLINGTON.—Imperial Private Hotel. Under entirely new management. Tabled'Hote 
(separate tables), under personal supervision. For Tariff apply Mrs. J. S. GREEN, Proprietress, 


BRDLINGTON.—Metropole. 
Full Sea view. Excellent cuisine. 


BRIDLINGTON.— Taylor's Café. Promenade and Bridge Street. 
noon teas. Handsome well-appointed rooms, 


COLCHESTER.—The Cups. Posting and Motor Garage. E. J. Hart, Proprietor. 


Private Hotel and Boarding Establishment, Sewerby Crescent, 
Garage. J. Brown, Proprietor. 


Light Luncheons. After- 


CRUDEN BAY, N.B.—Ideal Seaside Golfing Resort. 18 holes. 


GRAND CANARY.—Hotel Metropole. Facing the sea, situated within easy range of the 
City and Harbour. 


GRAND CANARY.—Hotel Victoria, Montz. Occupies an extremely fine position in the 
beautiful Monte district. i 


ARROGATE.—Clarzndon Hotel. Facing thes Stray: Near station en Ne, room, 
Garage and inspection pit; excellent stabling and loose boxes. Proprietor: Tuos. RIvEy. 
ARROGATE.—Grand Hotel. One minute’s walk from Baths and Wells. Overlooking the 

Valley Gardens. An Ideal Residential Hotel MotorGarage. 'Grams: “ Grand.”’ 'Phone: 1017. 


HARROGATE. The Granby. 
situated. Lawn tennis. Electric light. 
Links. For terms apply the Manager. 


ARROGATE.—Camwal is like the British Fleet, First in all Waters. Most Harrogate Hotels 
purvey the **CAMWAL” Gold Medal Mineral Waters in syphons and bottles. 


ARROGATE.—White Hart. Central position. Near Wells, Baths, and Kursaal. 
Cuisine. Mrs. Kaye, Proprietress. 

ARROGATE.—Wellington Hotel. Two minutes to Pump Rooms, Baths, and Kursaal. 
Croquet and Tennis Lawns. Lift to all floors. Telegrams: ‘‘ Wellington, Harrogate.” 


HARROGATE.—Harston & Co., Ltd. Harrogate and Leeds. Renowned for mineral waters. 


Facing the Stray. Stands in extensive grounds beautifully 
Excellent stabling. Nearest hotel to new Golf 


Excellent 


HASTINGS.—Sandringham Private and Residential Hotel. Seafront. Charming position. 
Dining, Drawing, and Smoking Rooms, with Balconies, and all principal Bedrooms face 
the sea. Most moderate inclusive terms. Resident Proprietor. 


ULL.—Minerva Hotel. Family and Commercial. 
Facing Docks and Corporation Pier. 


EAMINGTON SPA.—Regent Hotel. See the beauty spots of Warwickshire in Autumn; 
conveniently reached from all parts. Enlarged and re-modelled. Unique hunting quarters; 
largest stabling and garage in district. Telephone: 109 Leamington. 


LLEEDS.— Reynolds & Branson, Ltd. High-class Mineral Waters, Wholesale and ketail. 


High-class cooking. Every convenience. 


LYMINGTON.—The Londesborough. Central for New Forest and Isle of Wight. 


ARGATE.—Cliftonville Hydro. Fullylicensed. Finest position, facing seaand Oval. Electri¢ 
light and lift. Roof garden. Billiards (2 tables). First class cuisine and wines. Within easy 
distance of golf links. Motor garagein grounds of Hotel. Turkish, Dowsing and Electric baths. 
Special week-end tickets from Messrs. Cook & Sons—Saturday to Monday, £2 10s.; Friday t? 
Monday, £2 15s., including 1st class railway fare and full board. Special terms for lengthened 
stay during Winter and early Spring. For Tariff apply Manager. 


UNDESLEY-ON-SEA.—Grand Hotel. 
“"* Proprietor 
SCARBOROUGH.— Brooklands, 


Gardens, South Cliff. Close to Spa Gardens and golf links. 
Apply MANAGERESS. 


Tariff on application to Reitty Mean, Residen! 


Private Hotel and Boarding Establishment. Esplanade 
“The best of everything: 


Patronised by Her Majesty 
the Queen. Made only by Frances Taytor & Sons, New Street. een 
ESTON-SUPER-MARE.—Week endat Grand Atlantic Hotel. Garage. Nearestto golflinks: 


Do. Royal Hotel, for comfort. Re-furnished. Electric light. Garage. 
Do. For Sunshine and Atlantic Breezes, Guide, stamp, Phillput, Stationer. 
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Butter-making under Difficulties. 
BY far the most interesting thing 
about the annual Dairy Show 
was the butter- making contests. 
Indeed, such was the interest shown 
by the public on an exceptionally 
warm alternoon that the heat round 
the stand where the butter-making 
was in progress was so intense that 
the greatest difficulty which the 
buttermakers had to contend with 
was in keeping it like butter at all. 


All’s Well —— 
or the most part it seemed to 
return once more to the cream 
state, and what should have been an 
entertainment of delightful freshness, 
and not without its touch of poetry 
too, ended by being a distinctly greasy 
performance. But apart from the 
above-mentioned tragedy of a 
“record October” afternoon the 
whole exhibition was a huge success 
and keenly enjoyed by all those who 
have the welfare of our country’s 
dairy produce at heart. 


‘“Votes for Women.” 
r. Runciman, the parliamentary 
head of the Board of Educa- 
tion, has at times a pretty wit and 
a gilt of repartee that often stands 
himin goodstead. He was address- 
ing a meeting the other night when 


On the Side of the Angels. 


Or another occasion in the House 
of Commons Mr. Runciman 
was being rather bitterly attacked 
by a political opponent, who de- 
clared a speech he had _ recently 
made to be inconclusive, and the 
speaker then demanded to be in- 
formed upon which side Mr. Runci- 
man was supposed to be. ‘I am 
always on the side of the angels,” 
interrupted Mr. Runciman. “ Which 
side might that be?”’ thundered his 
angry opponent. “In this case his 
Majesty’s Ministers, naturally,” re- 
plied Mr. Runciman with a quiet 
smile; 


23 


The End of the Exhibition. 

N ow that the Franco-British Exhi- 
4 bition is drawing to its close, 
and seeing that it has principally 
enabled many people to spend their 
time on the Scenic Railway, it seems 
about time that definite plans were 
ready for next year. Unfortunately 
there seems no room for doubt that 
financially the exhibition has not 
been a great success. Probably no 
show of its magnitude opened under 
more depressing conditions. Who 
will ever forget the litter of planks and 
broken scaffolding, mud, and disorder 
which for the first six weeks was 
practically all there was to see? 
And all through the summer there 


the harmless inevitable Suflragette MISS ADA LOUISE LONSDALE have been many complaints. Only 
got up and wanted to know Whats A cwell-known actress who has brought an action for breach of promise during the last two months of 
he was prepared to do for women. of marriage against Mr. Blaine Elkins, a son of Senator Elkins and its existence could it be truly said 


se Well, in my official capacity, brother of the Miss Katherine Elkins whose reported engagement to to be in any way completed. ‘Tt was 
educate them) s was” Ins ccushing ye Duke of Abruzzi is now said tohave! been! untrue! May plaine “not until the third. week in .Septem- 


rejoinder, while the audience 


Elkins, from whom damages of £20,000 are claimed, was married in 
February last to Miss Emily Bird Kenna. Senator Elkins declares 


ber, too, that a French orchestra 


laughed loud and long. that the statements made are absolutely baseless was playing in the grounds. 


BARRY, ENGLAND'S CHAMPION SCULLER 


Being taken off in a dinghy. Great interest was aroused in the match between 

Barry (England), seen above, and Towns (Australia) for the sculling championship. 

For the first time since Towns wrested the championship from Barry’s brother, ten 
years ago, the title is again held by an Englishman 


THE HON. RUPERT GUINNESS 


On his way to the House of Commons on the occasion of the reassembling of 
Parliament last week. Broad-shouldered, clean-shaven, and happy-looking, Mr. 
Rupert Guinness strode up the floor of the House between Mr. Claude Hay and 
Colonel Lockwood, his introducers, and took the oath as member for Haggerston 
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CHRONIQUE DE LA MODE PARISIENNE. 


By Jeamne des Abbesses. 


ARIS refuses most decidedly to 
abandon her sunshine, and the 

mild temperature at such a season 

of the year is one of the principal 

causes of the charming -animation on our 
boulevards and in the gardens. The 
Champs Elysées at about ‘five o'clock is 
the crowded rendezvous of cosmopolitans, 
and the fashionable tea places are com- 
mencing bit by bit to fill up with their 
usual elegant clientéle. Last week there 
was the opening of the autumn exhibition 
of pictures at the Grand Palais; this is the 
sixth one to be held and it differs but very 
little from the preceding ones. 


ite it ca 


Ore again the Salon has organised 

an interesting retrospective 
section, and here one sees pictures by 
Ingres, Courbet, Manet, quite an ex- 
tensive collection of the works of 
Monticelli, and a few pictures by 
that extraordinary artist who called 
himself “ Le Greco.” In the general 
section amongst noteworthy produc- 
. tions I must mention the landscapes 
of Ricardo Florés and certain studies 
of Prunier—scenes from London (one 
of Westminster) and views of the 
Thames—all very interesting. MM. 
Vallotton, Morice, and Wilder each 
exhibited works which are very much 
appreciated, whilst as to Albert 
Truchet he has surpassed himself in 
sunny garden scenes of superb effect 
and colouring. 


% & a 


he great painter, Albert Meignan, 
vice-president of the Society of 
French Artists, has just died suddenly. 
Commissioned to prepare the designs 
for a series of tapestries intended for 
the Senate and representing the “ Meta- 
morphoses”’ of Ovid, M. Meignan was 
completing the seventh of the series 
when death called him. The Metro- 
politan Museum of New York possesses 
two of his most important works, 
“Barberousse aux Pieds du Pape” 
and the “Attentat d’Agnani.” His 
“ Christ Calling the Afflicted” is in 
the Paris Museum at the Petit Palais. 
At the Opéra Comique and the dining 
room of the Lyons station at Paris in 
the decorative panels one may see other 
examples of the work of this excellent 
artist, who was a man of considerable 
attainments and a keen connoisseur also. 
He leaves a remarkable collection of 
antiquities and rare curios dating from 
the middle ages and the time of the 


Renaissance. 
(Chatting with that amiable academi- 
cian and director of the Comédie 


Francaise, M. Jules Claretie, I heard good 
news of the Bon Roi Dagobert and of the 
Furie, productions of MM. André Rivoire 
and Jules Bois which are shortly to be 
staged; these two pieces are quite diffe- 
rent from each other in style but are both 
expected to prove a success. I profited by 
the occasion to interview the witty author 
of Monsieur le Ministre as to the coming 
solemnities of the Academy. and learnt 
that the reception of M. Francis Charmes 
will take place in December; it will be 
followed after the New Year’s holiday by 
the reception of MM. Jean Richepin and 
Henri Poincaré. The Academy will then 
elect the successors to MM. Gebhart, 
Ludovic Halévy, and Gaston Boissier. 


M Dujardin - Beaumetz, our under 

* secretary of state at the Beaux 
Arts, visited yesterday the Furniture Exhi- 
bition and was quite enthusiastic over it. 
At the lunch given in his honour he 
expressed his real and very deep admira- 
tion for the exhibition, where, as. he said 
truly, one can mark the new and con- 
tinual progress made each year in our 
decorative arts. The Rue de la Paix has 
woke up and the new tailor-made cos- 
tumes have appeared ; after seeing several 


collections I am obliged to confess that 
to my astonishment we are to have this 


MDLLE. DARCY 


A charming actress now playing at the Théatre des Variétés 


winter in the way of novelty—stripes 
and checks! Also, of course, a good 
deal of plain cloths, but for fancy cloth 
nothing new. It is true the checks and 
stripes this season will be a little less 
marked than those of the spring and 
summer, and they will be more neutral 
and softer in colourings. A well-known 
dressmaker whose temple of fashion is 
situated in the Rue de Rivoli told me 
that of all designs in cloth the most 
difficult to make up, the checks and tartan 
are the worst. 


th 


hat will, however, be to-morrow’s 
fashions, and it is not too soon for 
me to tell you of it to-day. This season 
will be more than ever the triumph of the 
slender figure ; we shall see clinging skirts, 
jackets without any fulness, and _ tight- 
fitting long sleeves. | New ideas in jackets 
buttoning over with double rows of but- 
tons are spoken of. As to the hats, they 
are going to exceed all limits, and 
women will look as if they were wearing 
umbrellas. Tantastic this you may say ; 
well, it’s true. 
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A pretty innovation has come out in 

neckwear, one that was almost 
certain to follow on the wide-scarf fashion, 
though whether it will take or not I do 
not care to predict. Before I describe this 
new cravat let me point out three things 
which characterise fashionable dress at 
this moment. They are: the arrange- 
inent of the front, the way the sleeves are 
attached, and the arrangement of the 
collar. The fronts, whether buttoned on 
one side or in the centre, are all cut in the 
same style, that is to say, leaving an 
opening down the front. The new cravat 
is made with double’ ends about 4 in. 
wide; they fall from the collar, pass 
under the buttoned front, and reappear 
in the opening described above; the 
effect thus produced is that of a 
waistcoat in delicate taste. I have 
seen some of them made in fur, 
thin and soft as if it were silk, but 
in general they are of ribbon with 
brilliant satin appearance. Frillings 
and ruches round the neck will be 
made larger and larger. 


te ie de 


| had the pleasure | one alternoon of 
being present at the triumph of 
Mr. A. W. Pinero, one of your cele- 
brated dramatic authors. Le Maison 
en Ordre (His House in Order) has 
met with unqualified success at the 
Théatre du Vaudeville and the chorus 
of approval is unanimous. In this 
piece one finds the qualities essential 
to theatre success which Pinero so 
well possesses—the clearness in the 
exposition, the logic in the sequence 
of facts, and the contrasts in the 
characters, and moreover that gene- 
rosity which inclines the author to 
the side of the poor and weak—the 
purest source of ee and emotion. 
Toe a author of The Ven Spinner 
has made a great hit in Paris, 
and one must congratulate M. Porel 
on having secured for us this thea- 
trical treat. The three scenes, in- 
teriors of the country house of an 
English M.P., were marvels of taste. 
As to the interpretation with the 
excellent company of the Vaudeville 
it was perfect down to the slightest ‘detail. 
To sum up, it was a splendid success for 
an English author already appreciated 
here and one which makes us look forward 
to the representation shortly (at the 
Gymnase, I believe) of The Benefit of the 
Doubt. M. Franck is thinking of it, and 
soon, I trust, his dreams will become a 
reality. 


ap he pars restaurant- oeener comple of 
their customers’ temperance. The 
best wines are not drunk on the boule- 
vards nowadays; they are sent to the 
States. This decline is due largely, it 
appears from a contemporary, to the craze 
for mineral waters (“I have actually seen 
good dinners washed down with Vichy,” 
quoth one indignant chef), for we would 
rather have no port and no gout—perhaps 
a vulgar but an excusable consideration, 
The general economy(?) which prevails is 
another reason, motoring and dress leaving 
but a small margin for indulgence at 
the table; while, lastly, it seems that 
wines no longer keep well in the Paris 
cellars owing to the constant vibration 
due to the underground electric railway. 
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THE “SMARTEST” OF PARISIAN ACTRESSES. 


Manuel 


MDLLE. MAGDA SIMON 


Who is drawing all Paris to the Théatre des Nouveautés 
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Tile SLUMP IN ACTRESSES—IS IT OVER? 


T is a remarkable fact that in an 
age when woman lias entered every 
mannish activity—even to riding 
astride—and when suffragitis is so 

acute, that The Sex, which characte- 
ristically monopolises the definite article, 
las largely ceased to be a draw on the 
stage of this country though she has far 
more aptitude for acting than man. Thus 
we have no woman of the same calibre as 
Sarah Siddons in the past and of foreigners 
like Sarah Bernhardt and Duse to-day. 
Until recently London has even been 
without a prominent. mana geress. 


ll of a sudden ae scene has changed 


as Mr. Glassford Bell would have 
said. Miss Lena Ashwell 
has been followed into 


management by Miss 
Evelyn Millard, Miss Mary 
Moore is on her own at 
the Criterion, and Miss 
Fannie Ward alter heroic 
efforts on her own account 
at Terry’s has been put on 
at the Aldwych by Mr. 
Charles Frohman in Mr. 
Jerome’s play, Fanny and 
the Servant Problem. Nor 
do | forget ‘the remarkable 
management of Miss Horni- 
man ie Manchester. 


jee more than probable 

that the slump in 
actresses of mark is due to 
the undoubted fact that the 
playhouse is being attended 
more and more by women. 
The peekaboo, in fact, is 
the great feature of the 
pit; and as women are 
rarely very mucli interested 
in other women there has 
been less call for the real 
actress, though the art- 
lessly pretty goddesses of 
the picture post card are 
in great apnoea 


Mi iss Ashwell’s triumph 
has. been all the 
more remarkable from the 


fact that her talent is 
supremely feminine, and 
all her successes at the 


Kingsway have been scored 
in characters that are as 
intensely feminine as_her- 
sell. Ivene Wycherley was 
a brilliant study of a 
married spinster ; Diana of 
Dobson’s,- which would 
have been dismissed a few 
years ago as an economic 
“pamphlet,” presents the 
militant wage - earner, 
hitherto confined to the footlights of the 
Trades Union Congress. Now « comes The 
Sway Boat by another new dramatist, 
Mr. Walter Coleby, which gives’ us an 
incisive and disillusioning sketch of the 
neurotic woman, who seemed to have 
gone out of fashion in fiction long ago 
with the brilliant KS notes.” 


Lady lice the roar played by Miss 


Ashwell, is neurotic, neurasthenic, 
and neur- everything else. She is first 


and foremost intensely dissatished with 
life. Her first husband turned out a 
drunkard and her child died. Her second 
husband is one of those cold-blooded sticks 
who could no more get drunk than he 


MR. AND MRS, 


could fly; while the play itself revolves 
round her association with Jim Maitland, 
her nephew’s tutor, with whom she comes 
to grief altogether when she wishes to 
change passion into the platonic. Here, 
then, we have a woman whose judgment 
in the choice of a mate has been at fault 
on three occasions, although every one of 
the men was different; and you end by 
wondering, as she herself probably won- 
dered, whether an archangel would have 
suited her fancy for any considerable 
period. 


Ms Ashwell’s triumph is still more 
wonderful in view of the fact that 
the play, like its immediate predecessors, 


7] an es 


belongs really to the school which has 
hitherto been exploited in exotic experi- 
ments like the various play societies and 
Mr. Granville Barker. Miss Ashwell has 
the distinction of running these plays as 
“commercial” successes, and she has 
proved thereby that people do not object 
(as most managers believe) to plays that 
have not a laugh in them. She has 
grasped the fact that playgoers clamour 
to be interested, diverted, absorbed: 


“Tbs i is to be done not eral by getting 

suitable plays but by brainy produc- 
tions and sincere acting. In this she has 
been wonderfully lucky, for Mr. McKinnel 
“produces”? with rare intelligence and 


62 


Foulsham & Banfield 


GEORGE ALEXANDER AT HOME 


sympathy, and unlike most producers he 
is a very clever player, appearing in this 
case as a K.C. He has got together a 
company equally clever, including Maste 
Philip Tonge as the schoolboy, Enea, 
Mr. Dennis Eadie as the husband, Mr. 
Hallard as the lover, Miss Frances Ivor 
as a prim dowager, and Miss Kate Rorke 
as a motherly wife—a perfect combination. 
Altogether Miss Ashwell may claim the 
distinction of running what is for the 
moment by far the most interesting theatre: 
in London. 


ie 


iss Wey Moore’ AGnER feminism of 
a different type. She has made a 
corner in good-humoured stubbornness, a 
personification of the type: 
which without much brains. 
and without much _ noise 
quietly bullies herself to: 
the achievement of her 
will. She is in short the 
Mistress of Molluscism. 


[2 Lady Epping’s Lawsuit 

Mr. H. H. Davies is. 
far away from his best. 
The play looks indeed like: 
an early effort, immature, 
amateur, very thin in text,. 
and very crowded in cast. 
But Miss Moore’s curious 
talent makes Lady Epping 
a fine portrait. The 
countess has a craze for 
writing extremely bad 
plays, and Saturday-to- 
Mondays Bohemians, in- 
cluding Paul Hughes, a 
successful dramatist, whom 
she indicts for plagiarism. 
The scene in the court is 
a mere burlesque of law, 
with a comic judge (Mr. 
Eric Lewis) as farcical as. 
in Aunt Jack; but though 
blasé people may be rather 
bored the general public: 
will be delighted. Indeed, 
on the first night it laughed 
in advance all along. the 
line, reminding one of Sir 
W. 8: Gilbert's joke about 
the acknowledged jester’s 
request for the mustard pot 
sn makes (ge ee roar.. 


Tiecompany’ is unusually 

large for the Criterion, 
but it Tae been well selected, 
special praise being due to 
a newcomer, Mr. John Toke, 
who as Lord Epping gives 
us a new type of possible 
aristocrat. Miss Moore her- 
self skips over the thinnest 
ice of construction and 
humour with consummate ease, and her 
immense assurance reacts on her audience. 
Mr. Sam Sothern is capital as the drama- 
tist and his wile is excellent as the 
actress whose production of his play 


creates all whe pouter 
“The ae played by Miss Ashwell and 

Miss Moore are never lovable women. 
Miss Ashwell’s gallery is plaintive, not to 
say peevish ; Miss Moore’s is mulish. But 
has not the Christabel who seems in- 


He 


creasingly anxious to make Pankhurst 
spell trouble demonstrated that the 
most up-to-date women have become 


quite indifferent as to whether they are-, 
liked or not ? 
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SCENES FROM “THE (KING)SWAY BOAT” 


Miss Lema Ashwell’s Successful Drama. 


A DRAMATIC SCENE FROM ACT I. OF ‘‘THE SWAY BOAT” 


The names, from left to right, are: Miss Lena Ashwell as Lady Kilross, Miss Kate Rorke as Mrs. George Lomax, and Mr. C. M. Hallard as Jim Maitland 


ll A 
nr NR 


Dover Street Studs 
MRS, LOMAX (MISS KATE RORKE) AND GEORGE LOMAX, K.C. LADY KILROSS (MISS LENA ASHWELL) AND MRS. GEORGE LOMAX 
(MR. NORMAN MCKINNEL) (MISS KATE RORKE) 


“The Sway Boat,” although a puzzling play, is not without its interesting side, and needless to say it is well acted. Miss Lena Ashwell plays with characteristic 
emotion the part of the overwrought Lady Kilross. Mr. Hallard, Mr. Norman McKinnel, and Miss Kate Rorke sustain their respective parts with their 
usual finish 
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A RACING NOTEBOOR. By “The Syce.” 


A Fortune in a Cesarewitch. 
N owner on the turf whose main 
desire and object are to make as 


mucli money as possible always 


keeps an eye on the Cesarewitch. 
And if he has the 
patience to wait, and 
also has the horse— 
do not forget the 
horse—he invariably 
succeeds in transferring 
a fortune from the 
bookmakers to his 
own private banking 
account. The horse 
must be possessed of 
both speed and 
stamina, and the fact 
must not be too widely 
known. The victory 
of such a horse when 
heavily backed means 
the culmination of a 
coup, and you have 
only to turn back the 
pages of racing history 
to be made aware of 
the fact that many 
winners of the great 
long-distance handicap 
have won fortunes for 
their owners. 


mn 


Merman and Yentoi. 
“The late Captain 
Machell was a 
noted engineer of such 
caups. It is many years 
ago now that he won the Cesarewitch 
and much money with a grand horse 
named King Lud. It is eleven years 
since Mrs. Langtry, then racing as “ Mr. 
Jersey,” won a fairly large fortune over the 
success of the Australian-bred Merman. 
Now she has won another Cesarewitch, 
this time with a horse named Yentoi, and 
it is said with a good deal of truth that 
“the Fair Lily” has won about £20,000 
in bets. The lady is lucky, for 
Yentoi has won in a year when 
there was powerful opposition from 
a horse named Pure Gem, a horse 
on whom his millionaire owner, 
Mr. Jack Joel, had more money 
than he had ever staked on a race- 
horse before. Then besides Pure 
Gem there was Glacis, who carried 
thousands and thousands of pounds 
of public money. Maher, who rode 
him, had a few days before the 
race remarked that he hoped Yentoi 
was the only one he had to beat. 
Perhaps the leading jockey has a 
little more respect for Yentoi now. 


The Pure Gem Gamble. 
[t may be remembered that in the 
Notebook I have not had a good 
word to say for Pure Gem, and I do 
not regret the opposition, though in 
view of his second in the race I was 
not justified. But on all public form 
(which, after all, is much the best 
guide to find the winner of the 
Cesarewitch nineteen times out of 
twenty, as Yentoi proved) Pure Gem 
had not a 20-to-1 chance, to say 
nothing of a.34-to-1 chance, which 
was lis quoted rate just before the 
race started. Yet he must shave 
turned over a new leaf to so impress 
his trainer with his chance. Every- 
one connected with him thought he 
would win, and I know that the 
stable regarded him as a certainty. 


That Misleading Gallop. 

Lady de Bathe looked as she felt as 
Yentoi returned to the paddock alter 

the race—radiantly happy. Who would 

not be so in like circumstances except, say, 


tm 


{ | 
J Wally | 


LADY DE BATHE’S YENTOI 


The winner of the Cesarewitch Stakes being led back to scale 


a Croker who refused to unbend even after 
winning a Derby? Her intimate friends 
had won money, and indeed everyone had 
except “the man in the street,’’ who had 
been misled by that gallop with All Black 
on the Saturday before the race. On that 
occasion Yentoi went like a bad horse 
while All Black simply smothered him. 
Hence Yentoi drifted out in the betting 
and the man in the street lost confidence, 


MR. M. A. STEDALL (ON LEFT) 


The owner of Simonson, which won the Duke of York Stakes at 
Kempton recently. On the right is Mr. A. Sadler, Mr. Stedall’s 


Newmarket trainer 
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while All Black came strongly into favour. 
Alas that such a gallop should have taken 
place, for doubtless the immediate con- 
nections of the horse would have had a 
still better race had not that trial taken 
place. Mixed trials, 
by the way, seem to 
be coming into fashion. 
For example, All Black 
in Brewer's — stable 
galloped with Yentoi 
from Darling’s stable, 
Lagos from Pickering’s 
stable galloped with 
Glacis from Lambton’s 
stable, and so on. In- 
stead of clearing the 
situation it only 
rendered it more com- 
plex. Whoever heard 
of such mixed inter- 
stable trials years avo: 
ait bc 
Effect on the 
Cambridgeshire. 
n the list of double 
events I suggested 
I at least had the con- 
solation of coupling 
the winner with Sir 
Archibald for the 
Cambridgeshire. Can 
Sir Archibald win the 
race a week hence? 
I am hopeful that he 
can, and I am reveal- 
ing no secret when | 
say that the stable in 
which he is trained seriously fancies him. 
Already the colt has been well backed, and 
if he keeps well from now to the day of the 
race he will give a big account of himself. 
We must not expect Cocksure II.’s price 
to expand much for he has been taken in 
a lot of big doubles with Yentoi, and a 
lot of covering money will have been in- 
vested probably before this issue of THE 
Tarver is published. I think Cocksure II. 
ought to have beaten Dean Swift in 
that great race for the Select Stakes 
to have made one feel confident, but 
he only lost by a short head, and 
anyhow he put up a fine trial con- 
sidering the small difference in the 
weights. While not regarding the 
three-vear-old in anything like the 
light of a certainty for next Wednes- 
day’s race I still think it will take 
really good one to beat him. 


Pure Gem for the Cambridgeshire. 
Si Archibald or another tliree- 

year-old in Rhodora may be 
izood enough, but what about Pure 
Gem, who now that he has shown 
such good form in the Cesarewitch 
ought to command great attention 
for the shorter race? I imagine 
that Mr. Joel will run him, and that 
whatever beats him will win. The 
running in the Cesarewitch has often 
had a big influence a fortnight later 
I recall the instances of the Irish 
horses, Berrill and Irish Ivy, who 
both showed up prominently in the 
Cesarewitch and subsequently won 
the Cambridgeshire. The Nut was 
fourth in the Cesarewitch and was 
very prominent at the Bushes; | 
should say he will have backers. 
Indeed, at the time of writing the 
race bears a very open aspect, and 
the winner will probably be difficult 
to find. At present I like Sir Archi- 
bald and Cocksure II. 
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IS THIS SIGN PORTENT ? 
The Broken “Spirit of the Trusts.” 


Miss Edith Downing, the well-known sculp- q which was accepted by the Paris Salon 
tor, putting the final touches to her fine gar ies. ey. , and until recently has been on show. 
statue depicting ‘‘ The Spirit of the Trusts,” bi 2 ae ' : “The Spirit of the Trusts’’ has lately been 


THE BROKEN BODY OF ‘THE SPIRIT” : THE HEAD OF THE STATUE 


returned to Miss Downing, and arrived at the address of her London agents completely broken as shown in the above two pictures. With the American 

presidential election close at hand those of us who are disposed to put faith in such ‘‘signs’’ may be inclined to the belief that this strange demolition 

of ‘The Spirit of the Trusts” as exemplified by the sculptor may later on be justified by the election of Mr. Bryan—an excellent snapshot of whsm is 
; seen above—the Democratic and anti-trust candidate for the presidential chair 
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Bundle Letters 


Mdlle. Bélbé Ruf to the Duke of Bradford. 


No. 


OU write, my Big-Little, and you 
telegraph, and both are big with 
the British oath of love, and you 
kick your words from page to 

page with your shoes so énorme, and so 
full of the piece of iron, with the great 
impatience to see again la petite Bébé. 
Your duchess keep you on a string! Your 
duty, your house party, your this ‘and that 
and the other, keep you! Oh la, la, la, 
la! And you are jealous—I laugh 
to split. Jaloux ! d'une chandeliére 
si pur, si simple, si fidéle, who love 
her vieux Muscadin like a kitten 
love her mother, not for the same 
reason, for I earn my own milk. 
Sleep with the peaceful open mouth, 
mon cher,’ and snore with tran- 


quillité. Bébé Ruf is the very good 
girl—bien sir, j’en suis stir, natu- 
rellement. 


I am a very English, moi. AI- 
ready I get used to the boiled egg, 
the five. o'clock, and I adore the 
hansom more than words. Imagine 
to yourself the little Ruf alone in 
the. Regent Street in a morning— 
par tout a fait! Once, mon favori, 
ca. va bien. But not twice. Oh, 
the old English gentleman. He see 
me, he turn, and he follow me in his 
twos and threes. Moi, la petite 
paysanne de Parouart, de le village 
de Paris... It shock me. 1-had-no 
idea, my Big. I had thought, that 
a little:me was: very safe in your 
London. Where is: all the: talk ?— 
les pompeuse, le pruderie si terrible 
si glacial? It shock me, but yes. 
It also please me much. I would 
love a man, a man of whatever race. 
There is hope for England. 

But it was an adventure, an 
experience! I stay to regard the 
lingerie of a magasin. Iam intent. 
To the left and tight the swing of 
humans, this way, that way, all 
walk, all pass. Behind, up and 
down, the roar of traffic, the phit- 
phit of the auto, auto this, auto 
that, some auto much better not 
auto, not anything, and me, a 
dainty, a chic, in a way a very 
beautiful—why not say so —voila— 
looking as a woman at woman's 
things, not a thought even so small 
as a pea of le méchanceté,. not a 
thought that could not have been 


written on the menu d'une reli- 
gieuse. Of a sudden a_ beard 


a droite, a moustache with needles 
a gauche, four eyes. asking the 
questions. Grand Dab, see la 
yetite Ruf pull herself up! Quel 
indignation! A look a-droite, the 
beard go pappy like an opera hat, 
a look a gauche, the needles of the 
moustache imbécile become blunt. 
La petite Ruf square the shoulder, 
tilt the chin, close in the elbow just 
as une €pouse d’un professeur and 
stalk away, the heels ringing the 
pavement. It was a lesson for 
Granier herself. It was worthy of Le 
. Gymnase, Le Fraigais. 

But, pas de badiner, what a cheek ! 
and, mon cher Bill, how very rude. But 
then, I find you English rude to an art. 

Grand Dab! For just once | put up with 
it at the theatre the week ago. The morn- 
ing after the first morning a midi in a hat 
of hats, I attend, all sweet, all bienveillant, 
like lovey. Un objet, un singe, un maggot, 


un coffe, un iroquois, un Waterloo pounce 
upon me and say, “‘ Now then, quick’s the 
word.” Iln’ya pas de quoi! I swallow 
une dictionnaire Francais-Argot et des 
locutions comiques, préface par Paul 
Burani, Albert Méricaut, éditeur, Rue du 
Pont-de- Lode, 1, prix 50 cent. I find a 
half-dark stage, all of dust. I find a scene 
inutile absolument, un chef d’orchestre 
distrait. M.de W aterloo shout again. I 


MISS LILY ELSIE PLAYING A GAME OF GOLF 


Miss Elsie is still continuing her part of Sonia in ‘‘The Merry 


Widow” with extraordinary success 


Bo to him. I take him by the button. 
Ilook at him. Isay to him, in a voice 
made of the sting of a bee, “ Faites atten- 

tion, mon ami. "Ya- t-il ici quelqu’un qui 

parle Francais?” ‘Me,’ he say. Ido 
not wait. I let goa rush of word calcu- 
lated to make a sphinx blush with shame. 

I tell him exactement, précisément, what 


he is. You know how I can’ do that! 
3ien obligé. All over! Since, 1 am the 
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Collected by 
Cosmo MWamilton. 


little friend of all, the tit-bit. Voila le 
tact ! 

I am bien charmé that vou like my 
photograph that appeared in THe TarLer. 
You ask in what character I am supposed 
to be. I say to you, dear, not Venus, not 
a grace caught without her sisters; no. It 
is just me as me, as me-ish as it is possible 
in this country. It is a good study, not 
so? I call the costume Directoire propre, 
I happened to forget the dress. Oh 
yes, 1t is much liked. I have letters 
from many, so kifd, si enthousiaste. 
From a field- marshal, a a young who 
cannot spell from Chelsea Barrack 
—what a word! Oh, and many. 
The names are all well known to 
the waiter, who congratulate me. 
Lizette pinch him for that. I laugh. 
It is allina day! 

But I hasten to tell you how lost 
for words lam to speak about your 
abbey, so old and sweet, at West- 
minster. I found it par accident. 
I walk round and gaze, something 
warm in my heart. I peep in. Rien! 
Personne! I enter on the toe. 
Everywhere the great dead foldect 
in the gentle arms of the never-to- 
die. The wings of angels brush my 
eyelashes They are ‘the only ones 
who have not forgotten. I and the 
dancing sun are the only life. No! 
I find a cloister worn with feet that 
rest, and in the middle a patch of 
young: grass, and ‘there a bird, of a 
year, with no memory and no griefs, 
hopping in the sun. I cry, mon 
Bill. Of a sudden I miss my mother. 
Ah, quel étrange ! 

And then, an appetite, a taxi, 
and déjeuner. On the way, a foule 
de femmes — shall I call them 
women ?—marching to your Parlia- 
ment under escort of gendarmes. 
No, I cannot call them women, only 
females. Caran d’Ache himself in 
a bad dream never imagine such 
horribles! All ugly, all thin except 
the little fats, all disappointed of 
something — love, children, fame, 
pleasure, money, beauty, intelligence. 
I am sad to see. Les femmes super- 
flues, not sincere in their fight. Ah 
no. Just making a last struggle to 
get into the limelight, to get l’aver- 
tissement such as we all like. Meg 
des megs what a city! Noble and 
petty, grand et imbécile, a Paris 
washed with ink and vinegar. Well, 
a bient6t, mon cher. Mes {élecita- 
tions A votre duchesse. 

* 

Belgium's Gay old Monarch. 
Pethaps the most-abused European 
sovereign next to the Kaiser is 


old King Leopold of Beigium. He 
has been more than ever abused of 
late, and, gusty enough, not 


about shady doings on the Congo 
but because of his having respect- 
ably married a certain Baroness 
Vaughan and gone to live with her 
and the two children “who have (pre- 
viously) blessed their union”? near Namur. 
This has roused the ire of his subjects ; 
but considering that this aged monarch 
has made-the cakes and ale of his youth 
last such a long time and patronised so 
many vats de thédtve, among them Cléo de 
Mérode in Paris, he has come astonishingly 
near doing the right and proper thing in 
the end. 
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THE SUCCESSOR OF THE DIRECTOIRE GOWN. 


Manuel 


THE ‘“PANTALON” GOWN 


Which is succeeding the Directoire in the. sensation-loving heart of feminine Paris. Their first appearance at a recent race meeting caused a veritable 
furore, and they are expected to come rapidly into vogue. The style is based on the clothes of both sexes, and the above model, the first made, was 
executed by Morin and Bolossier 
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A Delicate Selection. 


S the Lord Mayor-elect is a printer 
and a member of the Stationers’ 
Company, and is also a member 
of a family that has for genera- 

tions been honourably connected with 
“the noble mystery and craft of printing, 

it is well that the procession on Novem- 
ber g should in some way illustrate the 
early days of printing and literature in 
England. According to one report Mr. 
Louis Parker, the great pageant- maker, 
intends that the procession shall ‘ “illus- 
trate the progress of Inglish literature 
from Chaucer to Milton.” It is perhaps 
well that no attempt will be made to 
illustrate that progress up to date, for the 
task of selecting the living representatives 
of literature would be a delicate one. 


Aldermen and Authorship. 


It is to be hoped that Robert Fabyan, 

merchant, citizen, alderman, and at 
one time sheriff of London, will have a 
leading placein the show. Isaac Disraeli 
has pointed out that Alderman Fabyan 
was the author of the first chronicle ever 
printed in the English language. The 
alderman did the thing. well, beginning 
his chronicle with Adam, who was, what- 
ever else may be said about him, the very 
first man of his time. Moreover, Robert 
Fabyan was learned in the French and 
Latin languages, which was more than 
could be claimed for many merchants in 
his day, for he died very early in the 
sixteenth century. 


A True Citizen. 


He has been reproached by that rather 

sour critic, Warton, for being equally 
attentive to the succession of the mayors 
of London and the monarchs of England, 
and for thinking that the dinners at the 
Guildhall and the pageantries of the City 
companies more interesting transactions 
than our victories in France. Perhaps 
Warton was not asked to the Guildhall 
banquets; hence his sneer. But I imagine 
that those who are responsible for the 
Lord Mayor's Show this year will not 
think the less of a man because he took 
an interest in such matters as the succes- 
sion of mayors, the dinners in the Guild- 
hall, and above all the pageantries of the 


City companies. Fabyan was a true 
citizen of credit and renown. 
Also a Patriot. 

oreover, the sturdy alderman had a 


vast contempt for the French, and 
Disraeli has enlarged on his “hearty John 
Bullism.” For instance, he had a pro- 
found faith in miracles and saints so long 
as they were English, but when the French 
had the assurance to claim similar won- 
ders for their so-called saints Robert said 
bluntly, “ They must be folys (fools) who 
believe it.” Irather like the tone of this 
literary alderman who believed in English 
saints and Guildhall dinners and who 
pooh-poohed all other nations. It is true 
that Horace Walpole has said of him, 
“He mentions the deaths of princes and 
revolutions of governments witli the same 
phlegm and brevity as he would speak of 
the appointment of churchwardens.” It 
may be so, and I would that all historians 
had shown the same forbearance and good 
sense. So there really must be a place for 
Robert Fabyan on the famous gth. 


Ben doth jason: 
A: of course, rare Ben must not be 
overlooked. If I were to mention 
. epitaph in Westminster Abbey as 


O rare Ben Johnson 


no doubt a score of readers would write 
to explain that the poet’s name is Jonson, 
and yet in the abbey the name is “‘ John- 
son.” I have looked at it and so I know. 
And again, in the following extract from 
the ancient records of the Merchant 
Taylors’ Company the same spelling is 
followed, “On Thursday, July 16, 1607, 
hic Majesty King James the First, Prince 
Henry, and many honourable persons dined 
at Merchant Taylors’ Hall, and Sir John 
Swinnerton, alderman, is intreated to 
confer with Benjamin Johnson, the poet 


“THE DOCTOR” 


AS A FLAG-WAGGER 


The genial form of Dr. W. G. Grace was much in 

evidence during the three-days’ play at Richmond, 

where the £240 Golf Tournament was won by 

Taylor against Robson after a close and exciting 
game 


(Poet Laureat to the King), about a speech 
to be made to welcome his Majesty by 
reason that the company doubt their 
schoolmaster and scholars be not ac- 
quainted with such kind of entertain- 
ment.” And in another place in these 
records he is alluded to as “Mr. Ben 
Johnson”; but however we may choose 
to spell his name he must be in the show, 
and if the “h” be dropped it will not 
be the first time that has happered in 
London. 


#3, 


Messrs. Shakspere and Bacon. 
o one would wish to exclude Shak- 
spere | imagine, and yet there may 
be a disturbance if Bacon is not given 
equal prominence. The London public is 
getting rather touchy about having its 
susceptibilities ignored in regard to such 
matters. It may be well therefore to have 
the two walking arm in arm carrying.a 
banner claiming joint authorship. In this 
way an entente cordiale between the two 
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would be suggested. Perhaps Mr. Hall 
Caine would be prepared to take his 
place in this part of the pageant, and if so 
I am sure that he would get an over- 
whelming reception. And if Sir Thomas 
Lipton were to impersonate Bacon he also 
would be warmly welcomed. 


Jolly G. Grates 
veryone likes Chaucer, though I have 
sometimes wished he could spell a 
little better. Geoffrey always seems to be 
having the time of his life. He had his 
little trials chiefly as the result of his 
pokiny his nose into politics—a thing that 
no poet ought to do—but taking his career 
in general he may be said to have had a 
ood time. How he would have hob- 
nobbed with Shakspere and roared over 
Falstaff! Not long ago I was at a famous 
English school the head master of which 
had been trained at Canterbury, and he 
was in the habit of lecturing the boys on 
the superiority of Canterbury methods 
when compared with those of the boys 
before him. It was always, “ At Canter- 
bury we did this,” “At Canterbury we 
did that.” One day a bright lad was 
asked by one of the masters what the 
head master had been talking about. 
“Oh,” said the lad, “‘more Canterbury 
Tales by Jaw-sir,’ a reply which would 
have made the old poet himself chuckle 


A Word for Caxton. 
] suppose Caxton will be in the show, 
for he was an author as well as a 
printer, and was also a member of the 
Mercers’ Company. Poor Caxton was 
regarded as a crank by many. Even good 
Alderman Fabyan already mentioned, who 
knew Caxton and was a member of the 
same company, made no mention in his 
chronicle of the printing press, though 
he has left a detailed account of how 
a new weathercock was placed on the 
cross of St. Paul’s. Indeed, no contem- 
porary chronicler seems to have thought 
that Caxton and his new departure were 
worthy of a line of comment. We are in- 
debted to foreigners for the history of 
printing in England, and the first book 
ever printed in the English language was 
printed at Cologne. Now that a famous 
printer is about to become the chief magis- 
trate of London it is fitting that William 
Caxton should come into his own 


We Must fave Pepys: 
s I understand that the pageant is to 
show the progress of English litera- 
ture from Chaucer to Milton I think a 
claim may be put in for Pepys. Milton 
died in 1674, and Pepys’s great diary was 
finished on May 31, 1660, so the two 
walking side by side would make a decided 
hit. Pepys would not be out of place 
in a lord mayor’s show, for we know 
that once, on October 29, 1663, he went 
to the banquet. It was then that he put 
this on record: “I -only drinking some 
hyprocras, which do not break my vowe, 
it being, to the best of my present judge- 
ment, only a mixed compound drink and 
not any wine. If] am mistaken, God for- 
give me.’ He knew well enough what it 
was, and even Sir Walter Scott saw through 
this excuse, saying, ‘‘ Assuredly his pieces 
of bacchanalian casuistry can only be 
matched by that of Fielding’s chaplain, 
who preferred. punch to wine because the 
former was a_ liquor nowhere spoken 
against in Scripture.” Well, well, Sam 
may: have deserved this, but: we really 
must have him in the show. 
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THE BLOODHOUND AND GUN-DOG TRIALS. 


MR. O. C. H,. RILEY'S HANDMAID LORD ALFRED FI1ZROY FLAPPER RETURNING FIRST 
Winner of the recent Clean-boot Match between One of the judges at the International In the recent Gun-dog League and the Retriever 
bloodhounds at Lighthouse, Gun-dog League and the Retriever Society's trials held at Six Mile Bottom 
Warwick Society's ninth working trials near Newmzerket 


PERSONALITIES AT THE CLEAN-BOOT MATCHES AT LIGHTHOUSE 


The photograph on the left depicts the Rev. Cecil Legard and that on the right Lord Willoughby de Broke, M.F.H., the judge (on left of picture) 
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Winat 


5 ER Infinite Variety.” That is the 
happy title of anew anthology 
into which Mr. E. V. Lucas 
has collected the best and most 

entertaining portraits of woman in prose 

and verse. The little book is delightfully 

turned out by Messrs. Methuen “with a 

frontispiece by Mr. F. D. Bedford. As 

usual Mr. Lucas has divided his stories 
into sections happily chosen and named. 


= 


We have ‘Mothers,’ “ Dianas,”’ ‘Sir 
Walter’s Ladies,’ ‘Aunts and Grand- 


mothers,” “The Tyrants,” and many more. 
One of the best things in the book is the 
and 


first, called “In the Beginning——” 
culled from one of Mr. F. W 
Pune S gicleves books. 


ie te 

ge the 
Twashtri 
creation of woman 


beginning when 
came to the 
he found 


that he had exhausted his 
materials in the making of 
man.’ So he took various 


ingredients from things he had 
already made, levying an all- 
round tax. I cannot quote 
Mr. Bain’s parable complete, 
but among these ingredients— 
O ladies of Tue TatLter!—I 
discern these :-— 

The rotundity of the moon 

The glances of deer 

The weeping of clouds 

The timidity of the hare 

The vanity of the peacock 

The cruelty of the tiger 

The warm glow of fire 

The coldness of snow. 

The chattering of jays 

The hypocrisy of the crane. 
All these and more strange 
materials Twaslhtri took and 
mixed and moulded them into 
a woman, and then he presented 
Woman to Man. 


Ae he sequel was interesting :— 


After one week man came 
to him and said, “Lord, this 
creature that you have given me 
makes my life miser rable. She 
chatters incessantly and teases me 
beyond endurance, never leaving 
me alone; and she requires in- 
cessant attention, and takes all my 
time up, and cries about nothing, 
and is always idle; and so I have 
come to give her back again as I 
cannot live with her.” 

So Twashtri said, “ Very well” ; 
and he took her back. 

Then after another week man 
came again to him and _ said, 
“Lord, I find that my life is very 
lonely since I gave you back that creature. 
I remember how she used to dance and sing to 
me, and look at me out of the corner of Nene eye, 
and play with me, and cling to me; and her 
laughter was music, and she. was beautiful to 
look at, and soft to touch, so give her back to 
me again.” 

So Twashtri said, 
her back again. 

Then after only three days man came back 
to him again and said, “Lord, I know not 
how it is, but after all I have come to the 
conclusion that she is more of a trouble than 
a pleasure to me; so please take her back 
again.” 

But Twashtri'said, 
I will have no more of this. 
how you can.” 

The man said, 
her.” t 

And Twashtri replied, “ Neither could you 
live without her.” 


“Very well”; and gave 


“Out on you! Be off! 
You must manage 


“But I cannot live- with 


of his day, 


upon him, and him alone. 
he loved his home, his family, and his big dogs. 
loved his wife with great and exceeding love; never did his affection swerve for 
Without her, as he often 


large heart; 


a moment from her. 


SInall 


And he turned his back on man and went 
on with his work. 

Then man said, ‘What is to be done? 
For I cannot live either with or without her.”’ 


M2 is still Paine that question, and 

Mr. Lucas’s book is a collection of 
the bright, perplexing data of the problem. 
His own verdict may possibly be guessed 
from the last poem in his volume with its 
passionate refrain, “I love thee, O I love 


thee!» And who is the loved one? 
Mother Earth! .And the poet? T. E. 
Brown, the songful poet of the Isle~ of 
Man. 


Reproduced by permission of Mr. W. M. Heinemann and Mr. Elliot Stock from 
“Famous Love Matches,’’ by C. J. Hamilton. 
writes Mr. Hamilton, “* 
and commanding—stands out head and shoulders above them all. 
entered a room everyone else looked dwarfed beside’ him; he drew all eyes 
Along with this marvellous personality he had a 
Above all, he 


(Elliot Stock). 


She was his ‘star,’ his ‘ angel.’ 
said, he would never have been the man he was"’ 


o country in the world can compare 
with China in the power to astonish 

the Western mind. Last week the Chinese 
Government was raising a loan of five 
millions sterling in London for its railways, 
and the transaction was carried through 
in the City with all the ordinary forms 
and guarantees of finance. It was but 
one of many such loans, and yet we are 
still apt to think of China as an unreal 
and fantastic world | created for our 
amusement and to supply motives for the 
decoration of our dinner plates. Sucha 
little book as Mr. J. R. Chitty’s ‘ Things 
Seen in China” (Seeley), written simply 
and illustrated with photographs, is a still 
much-needed source of information, and 
Mr, Chitty sees China as we should expect 
to see it ourselves. The first impression 


7 


‘Among the men 
Bismarck, the Iron Chancellor—big, burly, 
When he 
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it makes, he tells us, is one of general 
contrariness, 


hina, says our author, is (to the 
Western mind) “choked with the 
most ludicrous incongruities,’ and it is 
only when one puts these aside that one 
can see China at all. In England no 
recent scheme has seemed more reyolu- 
tionary than the one which would compel 
us to alter our clocks two or three times a 
year. In China time has no such stability 
or sacredness. It is at the disposal of the 
Emperor. Each Emperor's reign is taken 
as a standard of time, and events are 
dated accordingly ; they happen 
in such and such a year of his 
reign. This would be simple. 
But the Emperor is not called 
by his own name in reckoning 
time ; his ‘‘ time name”’ is used 
instead, and he may change 
this “‘time name” as often as 
he likes. ‘As for lesser ques- 
tions of time,’ says Mr. Chitty, 
‘only commercial men attach 
a definite meaning to time 
phrases; ‘to-morrow’ for in- 
stance, may mean any day in 
the moderately near future, an 
arrangement which ‘ griffins’ 
(white newcomers) are “apt to 

Bue ieconce es 

4% ir 


Wnt the Chinese equivalent 

of “‘Arf a mo’” may 
be I do not venture to guess. 
Mr. Chitty quotes as favourite 
phrases, “The time it takes to 
shave your head” or to drink 
a cup of hot tea or to burn a 
joss stick. His book should 
be read. Its chatty, informing 
pages bring home China in its 


social, business, literary, and 
religious aspects, and “the 
yellow peril” never seems 
fartner away than in these 


amusing pages about a people 
whose proverb says, ‘‘ The most 
important thing in life is to be 
buried well.” 


OTTO VON BISMARCK AT THE AGE OF NINETEEN t 


BOOKS RECEIVED BY 
Cobh AGRE BR: 7 


Les HéRos DE LA YELLOWSTONE. By 
Léo Claretie. Edition du Monde Illustré. 
3f. 50. (Paris: 13, Quai Voltaire.) 

SELAH Harrison. By S. Macnaughtan. 
‘“Nelson’s Library.’ 7d. net. (Nelson.) 

Mytus oF THE NORSEMEN FROM THE 
Eppas AND SaGas. By H. A, Guerber. 
7s. 6d. net. (Harrap & Co.) 

THe KinG wHo NEVER REIGNED: 
being Memoirs upon Louis XVII. by 
Eckard and Naundorff. With a Preface by Jules Le- 
maitre of the Académie Frangaise, together with Intro- 
duction and Notes by Maurice Vitrac and Arnould 
Galopin, to which is added Joseph Turquan’s * New 
Light upon the Fate of Louis XVII."’ 15s. net. (Eve- 
leigh Nash.) 

My Srory. 
Collier & Co.) 

AN OBSERVER IN THE NEAR East, By William Le 
Queux. Illustrated by Photographs by the Author and 
Princess Xenia of Montenegro. 16s. (Eveleigh Nash.) 

ALONG THE RIVIERAS OF FRANCE AND ITALY, 
Written and Illustrated by Gordon Home. 7s. 6d. net. 
(Dent) 

Letrers From AN 
McFee. 5s. (Cassell.) 

AS QUEENS ARE WED. 
& Hancock.) 

Tue Man woo Unnerstoop WoMEN, AND OTHER 
Srories. By Leonard Merrick. 6s. (Eveleigh Nasi.) 

Tue Man From Rome, AND OTHER SrortEs. By 
Marie van Vorst. 6s. (Eveleigh Nash.) 

Miss FALLowFIetLp's Fortune. By Helen Thorney- 
croft Fowler (the Hon. Mrs. Alfred Felkin). With for. 
Illustrations. by Stephen Spurrier, First Impression. 
6s. (Cassell.) ° y 


By Hall Caine. 6s. (Heinemann for 


Ocean Tramp. By William 


By Anne Warner. 6s. (Gay 
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THE RETORT ARTISTIC. By Geo. Belcher. 


Art Editor : | think the drawing of this horse’s leg looks a bit tunny 
Artist: Well, | thought yours was a comic paper 
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THE SEARCHLIGHT IN SOCIETY 


Our Open Letter. 


Y LADY~Your name has of 
late been much to the fore as 
the hostess: of Londesborough 
Lodge, Scarborough. And it 

cheers me to write to you, for to my mind 
you are one of the women who personate 
the joy of life and the power of beauty, 
wealth, and a high position. 

We will put back the hands of the 
clock to the early sixties and dwell for a 
moment on the history of your girlhood. 
You came upon the scene as Lady 
Grace Fane, elder sister of the 
present Lord Westmorland. As 
everyone knows this is an ancient 
earldom although not a rich one, 
and in your early days you lived at 
Apethorpe, that perfect English 
home that is now the property of 
M1. Leonard and Lady Violet 
Brassey, and your late mother was 
née Lady Adelaide Curzon and 
was an aunt of the Lord Howe of 
to-day. So you were not only born 
in the purple but belonged to the 
smartest set in society. Early mar- 
riages seem to be often avoided in 
aristocratic families, and you were 
almost twenty-seven when you 
became the wife of the then Lord 
Raincliffe, now Lord Londesborough. 
‘Time flies, and it is hard to. believe 
that you are the mother of a débu- 
tante daughter, a sixteen-year-old 
son and heir, and a schoolboy of 
fourteen who “guards the King” 
as someone wittily termed it. 

Now I must say a word on your 
personal appearance. You are ex- 
tremely tall and fair as a lily, and 
have a cloud of pale gold hair that 
frames your face in a charming 
manner. At one time you were 
almost too slender (who was it said 
that you looked like pampas grass ?) 
but of late years you haye grown a 
shade or two more substantial. In 
London we have many brilliant women, 
but I must admit that in the evening 
your appearance is second to none; in- 
deed, is often most striking and. effective. 
Like Lady Dudley you seem to prefer pure 
white and often appear in rich white 
satin or in the filmy folds of lace, chiffon, 
or crépe de chine, but now and then you 
vary your white attire by wearing pale 
green in some soft or silky material. 

And these poetic tints accord well 
with your favourite stones, emeralds, of 
which you have a most splendid. collec- 
tion. This includes a high, all-round 
crown, a deep necklace, earrings, brooches, 
and a bodice ornament formed of big 
emeralds set in fine brilliants. Then you 
have also a parure of turquoises that com- 
prises a tall tiara, earrings—long ones— 
and all the other accessories. As may be 
guessed with vour great height, fair face, 
and splendid jewels the effect you make 
is often most magnificent. 

And of late years you have made 
name and fame as a hostess both in I.on- 
don and the country. Last summer the 
dance you gave at St. Dunstan’s Lodge, 
Regent’s Park, was said by good judges 
to be by far the most brilliant of the 
season. King Edward honoured the scene 
with his presence, the house was a fairy- 
land of flowers, and the gardens were 
illuminated- by lamps and Chinese lan- 
terns, and you are wise enough to have 
gone in for the cult of wax candles. 
Some years ago you started this refined 
fashion at Alington House, where electric 


light was used in the hall and bedrooms 
but wax candles in the boudoir, ball- 
room, dining-room, and drawing-room. 
However, in this you only followed the 
lead of such well-known hostesses as Lady 
Iveagh and the Dowager Lady Bute. 
Then you often give dinners and parties 
are fond of music, and may often be seen 
at Covent Garden Opera, and you enter- 
tain cheery parties at no fewer than three 
country houses. 


THE COUNTESS OF LONDESBOROUGH 


Yorkshire is a county of many mag- 
nates, and two of your homes are in this 
favoured part of England. Among the 
great folk who dwell there one may 
include the Duke and Duchess of Leeds, 
Lord and Lady Zetland, Lord and Lady 
Fitzwilliam, Lord and Lady Scarbrough, 
Lord and Lady Galway, and Lord and 
Lady Savile, not to mention the bachelor 
Lord Faber and such smart notables as 
Mr. and Mrs. Rupert Beckett, Mr. and 
Mrs. Gervase Beckett, and Mr. and Mrs. 
Arthur Wilson. 

And your husband, Lord Londes- 
borough, is a mighty magnate in York- 
shire, a rich landlord, and one who is 
greatly esteemed by friends, tenants, and 
dependants. He and his family are and 
have been the patron saints of Scar- 
borough, and it is a sort of tradition that 
the Lord Londesborough of the day 
should reside in the town during the 
cricket week in August and that later on 
he should spend some weeks at Londes- 
borough Park near Market Weighton. 
So towards the end of August you fill 
Londesborough Lodge with a merry 
crowd, give dinners and dances, preside at 
bazaars, in fact act as leading lady on 
this annual occasion. And as you have 
great taste in furniture and house decora- 
tion your seaside home is fitted up in a 
charming manner with gay clintzes, 
white lace curtains, and cool-looking sun 
blinds. By the way, you seem to be as 
fond of your old-world name, ‘“ Grace,” 
as Lady Brougham is of her more exotic 
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Zoé, for you have it stuck about every- 
where and duly embroidered on many 
things—on handkerchiefs, bags, book 
covers, footstools, and even on the white 
muslin sofa cushions. Those of us who 
know Scarborough are amused at the 
way in which its walks and drives are 
identified with the Denisons. There is a 
‘Lady Edith’s Drive” (she is the Dowager 
Lady Londesborough), a ‘‘ Lady Grace’s 
Ride” (that represents your charming 
self), and also a ‘Lord Albert’s 
Tower,’ so named alter the first 
peer, who began life as Lord Albert 
Conyngham, and on this tower a 
flag always flies when the reigning 
earl and countess are in residence. 
It is an open secret that at one time 
much treasure was owned by the 
Denison family but that most of it 
was dispersed in the days’of your 
predecessors. These valuables in- 
cluded a fine collection of armour 
and one weird object, the famous 
magic mirror, which was of old the 
property of a wizard known as Dr. 
Dees. 

Blankney—once the home of Mr. 
Henry Chaplin—is in Lincolnshire, 
and there you and your husband 
spend the entire hunting season, for 
you, my lady, are keen on horses 
and hounds and never seem happier 
than when riding hard over hedges 
and ditches. And you hold high 
state at Blankney. Christmas is a 
great festival, and old English cus- 
toms are carefully maintained. Cer- 
tain dishes are historical, and these 
include an entire boar, splendidly 
decorated, and a great ship made of 
sugar and filled with confectionery, 
which commemorates Lord Londes- 
borough’s office as vice-admiral of 
the Yorkshire coast. Here you 
entertain throughout the winter, 
ride to hounds, and have the best 
of good times that one can possibly 
imagine. 

Fire-brigade work seems to have caught 
on in smart society, and your lord and 
master takes the keenest interest in his 
private fire brigade at Blankney. This 
amateur force is composed of lootmen, 
gardeners, stablemen, and farm hands, and 
when a fire breaks out Lord Londes- 
borough starts off at once at the head of 
his brigade, and the engine is drawn by 
the best horses in the Blankney stables. 
And he is not alone in this craze for fight- 
the flames, for among other society fire- 
men may be mentioned Lord de la Warr 
and Sir Daniel Gooch, who is the new 
owner of Hylands, near Chelmsford. And 
everyone knows that an exalted personage 
set this fashion as King Edward, when 
Prince of Wales, used to turn up at most 
of the London fires, and his helmet, uni- 
form, and other equipments were kept on 
the premises of the old Watling Street 
Fire Station. 

I must say a word on your fondness 
for flowers and gardening. Malmaison 
carnations seem to be as much to you as 
they are to the Duchess of Portland. You 
wear them by day and in the evening, 
and those of us who were present at the 
coronation will remember that you and 
Mrs. George Keppel were the only ladies 
who wore fresh flowers on this august 
occasion. ] remain, my lady, your obedient 
servant, CANDIDA. 

iit ite 
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‘TIS BETTER TO GIVE. By Will Owen. 


“Really! Well, I’ve half-a-dollar here that’s simply rotten” 


“1 want money bad, guv’nor” 
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TEE SALTER. 


‘ YPICAL of your conversation,” 
laughed Rose as a firework 
spluttered. 

“It’s very pretty anyhow,” 

{ observed desperately. 

“ But yery useless,” she commented. 

“ The two adjectives apply to so many 
things,” I remarked, “ and people.” 

“Thank you,” said Rose. 

“T didn’t mean you,” I told her cruelly. 
“ You're neither the one nor the other.” 

“Oh!” ejaculated Rose, and watched 
the fireworks intently. 

“You're certainly useful,” I began after 
a pause. 

I waited a long time for her “ Why?” 
but it came at last. 

“You cure very foolish and 
very young men of their illu- 
sions,’ I said. 

“T only meant that your 
conversation was brilliant and 
—and sparkling,” she retorted 
swiftly. 

““’m not young,’ I answered, 
accepting the snub. 

“T can’t say you are—the 
other thing, can 1?” smiled 
Rose. 

“You'd be in 
anyhow,” I argued. 

“ Peers are old-fashioned and 
therefore—silly.” 

“You couldn’t help it,’ 
replied Rose, “it wasn’t your 
fault.” 

“Then why blame me?” 

“J meant — being your 
father’s son,” she said sweetly. 

“The creation was later 
than the tomfoolery they’re 
celebrating now,’ | insisted, 
alluding to the hideous guy 
that occupied a foremost chair. 

“Tut! they've forgotten the 
origin of it,” she laughed. 

“Forget mine,” I told her. 
““Treat me as a man and not— 
of necessity—a fool.” 

“Tl try,” said Rose humbly, 
and we both laughed. 

“That's better,’ I said with 
asigh. “Now talk to me.” 

“It’s gone out,’ she ob- 
served, 

“What?” 
huffily. 

“The firework,” she said, 


the fashion 


[ demanded 


and laughed at my discom- 
fiture. 

“Must I speak like an ass?” 
I pleaded. 


“T don’t know if it is compulsory,” she 
allowed, “ but ie 

“You're horrid,’ I said vehemently. 
“Tf I knew of another adjective to express 
myself better I’d use it.” 

“They're always dangerous if you 
don’t use ’em properly,” said Rose with 
the decision of slang. 

“ You—you told me not to ‘ go off,” I 
cried, 

“I’m trying to be ordinary.” 

“ Aunt Emily said you'd be the shining 
light of the party.” 

I was silent. 


A marvellous four-year-old American actor. 
the youngest actor in the world and earns on an average £10 a week 
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‘OhfAe Latler’s” Story 


The ROCKET and the CATHERINE WHEEL 


By A. G Greenwood. 


“T—]I expect,’’ ventured Rose, “ they’re 
awlully pleased I’m with you.” 

“ Bother them—all of them!” I said, 
sniffing indignantly. “I don’t care a rap 
about them—any of them. Why should 
you be cruel to me just because you 
disapprove of keeping Guy Tawkes 
Day?” 

“T think it’s so tactless and silly,” 
observed Rose. 

“ Anyhow it’s my birthday too,” I said 
bitterly, “and don’t wish—you haven't 
yet, you know, Miss Cosens—me many 
happy returns, because I| ain't.” 

“Oh,” said Rose. “ Perhaps Id better 


? 


BABY ESMOND 


“Td rather you stayed and—were— 
were kind,’ I pleaded. 

“T do try to be,” sighed Rose melo- 
dramatically. 

“You may call me what you please,” 


I said desperately. ‘Even that fine 
fellow there,’ I added, pointing to a 
rocket. 


“What will you call me?” laughed 
Rose, turning and staring at me. 

“* A—a catherine wheel,” I cried on the 
spur of the moment as the sparkling, 
gyrating contraption spun away on a pole 
in the turf. 


74 


Baby Esmond claims to be 


me _ seriously,” I 
“Tm desperately 


““Can’t you treat 
begged after a pause. 
in love——” 

“Oh, Lord Vivant,” 
“but——” 

“And even a rocket has its uses—a 
storm at sea, a land line, a warning——”’ 

‘But a catherine wheel ! ” scoffed Rose, 
turning her face away. 

“ They're sweetly pretty.” 

“ But soon past.” 

“They last as long as a rocket any- 
how, or longer,” I argued sharply. 

Rose shook her head. ‘‘It—it isn’t 
enough,” she said slowly, “ you—you see 
you'd get tired of watching and admiring 
a catherine wheel every day for 
years.” 

“Metaphor to the deuce!” 
I persisted. “ You're Rose and 
that’s enough — enough ?—it’s 
all!” 

“But you cant take back 
your words so easily,” she said. 


faltered lose, 


“You won't treat me 
seriously.” 
“On the. contrary,” she 


retaliated, “I’m treating you 
so seriously that I can’t forget 
what you said.” 

“It was only nonsense,’ I 
implored. 

“Oh! then perhaps it all 
was ?”’ suggested Rose. 

“Ym near hating you,” I 
said angrily. 

“T told you you'd grow 
tired,’ she reminded me. 

“You won't let me speak.” 

“On the contrary, you may 
soar as high as you please. One 
can’t stop a rocket once one’s 
let it go.” 

“ And then?” I queried. 

“You'll scintillate a while,” 
she said, “fizzle a little, and 
go out.” 

“So that’s the ending you 
want?” 

“J didn’t say that,’ she 
murmured. ‘‘ Be—besides a— 
a catherine wheel's not much 
better.” 

“Oh it is!” I cried. 
see, Miss Cosens, a—-—”’ 

“Tt spins for a while—looks 
pretty. You don’t think so I 
know, but some people do— 
gives a desparing wriggle and 
goes out.” 

“JT don’t like it for any o 
those things,” I told her; 
“ there’s something more.” 

“Tell me,” said Rose half seriously. 

“All that—the glare and the glamour 
and the brilliance—is just youth,’ I said 
impetuously, “ but afterwards——” 

“There’s nothing tlien,’’ said Rose, 
shaking her head. 

“Come and see,” I said exultingly. 

We strolled across the turf to the pole 
where the catheritie wheel had spun. 

“There!” I said with a note of 
triumph. 

She looked at the little bare wooden 
reel that still remained. 


“You 


(Continued on page ii), 
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The Dawn of a New Era 
in 
Motor Construction. 


@ The Daimler Co., as already announced in the press, 
have perfected and are adopting for their next year’s 
model a petrol motor of remarkable efficiency, and of 
a design which, in simplicity of construction, economy, 
and silence of running is incomparably superior to 
any motor yet designed. 


@ The new Daimler motor is the result of prolonged 
experiments, and may justly be termed ‘“epoch- 
making” in the history of the internal combustion 
engine. 


@ It is the intention of the Daimler Co. to issue a series 
of explanatory advertisements, each dealing with, 
and describing in as lucid a manner as possible, the 
various parts and functions of the new Daimler 
motor. ‘The first of these advertisements will appear 
in the next issue of this journal, and the series, after 
completion, will be reprinted in booklet form, thus 
forming a handy guide to the engine. 


THE DAIMLER MOTOR COMPANY (1904), Ltd., 
Coventry. 


ARGAINS 


LIGHT CARS. 
A Brand New Car for £23 15 0 


CASH DOWN, and 12 Monthly Payments 
of £6 10s. 8d. 


1908 DESIGN AND CONSTRUCTION. 


Gate Change Control. Ball Bearings to 
Shafts. Self-contained Radiators. Gear- 
driven Water Pumps. Push-away Foot 
Pedals. Expanding Brakes. Artillery 
ee fitted with Dunlop Non- ie 
Seven Tyres. 


AN UNPRECEDENTED OFFER. 


Only a limited number of these cars. 


Send for Particulars at once, post free. 


THE LONDON & PARIS EXCHANGE MOTOR AGENCY, 


cree 


55-59, Shaftesbury Avenue, Piccadilly, London, W. 


THE TATLER 


Luxurious 


The Luxurious Lanchester is a delight to ladies. The body is large and 
roomy—the entrance wide—the step low and long. Exquisite evening 
gowns are never crushed, and comfort is the keynote. 

The Linchester is an ide: 1 car for town—simple, silent, easy and economical. Its 

bing capacity earns equi igh favou’ os 1 touring 
St Ory jot the Lanc..ester,"’ and Catalogue, illus ra- 


tin: the four-cylinder and six-cylinder typ: 
The Lanchester “Motor: ‘Co., Ltd., Birmincha 
LONDON: 811 Oxford Street, W. MANCHE STE R: 88 King vBtreet West 


HM. tHe KING or SPAIN 


ARGYLL CARS 


Every Car 
EFFICIENT 
RELIABLE Fully Guaranteed 


The business of ARGYLL MOTORS, Ltd. 
(in liquidation), consisting of the manufacture 
of Argyll Cars, and parts, is being actively 
carried on by the liquidators, and immediate 
ot early delivery can be given of all standard 
pattern Argyll Cars, both for commercial 


and private use. 


‘The most reliable Car on the market.”’ 


Two I4-I6 h.p. Argylls made absolute 
non-stop runs in Scottish Trials. 


14-I6 h.p. Model de Luxe 
Side Entrance Car - 


Illustrated Catalogue and fullest information sent post free on request. 


‘ARGYLL MOTORS,’ tta., Alexandria by Glasgow 


(in Liquidation). 


London Showrooms: I7, Newman St., Oxford St., W. 
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THE ROCKET AND THE CATHERINE WHEEL—continued. 


“That's alk -I want,’ 1 cried. ‘ Miss 
Cosens—Rose, little Rose—it’s the wheel, 
the ring—the little plain ring. Oh, 
the courting’s sweet, the courting’s 
brilliant ; you—you're lovely, but it’s 
afterwards. I want you—vyou, and you 
only.” 

She half drew away, but I captured 
her hand. 

“Can't you care for me?” I pleaded. 
“T know there isn't much in me but [ll 
try—I'll make you happy, little Rose—at 
least I'll try—if lave’s any good. You'll 
haye that, Rose—Oh, I’m such a fool— 
there’s a million things I’m longing to sav 
but I can’t. I splutter here—and—a 
rocket, yes, you're right.” 

*T’'ye been a beast,’ cried Rose sud- 
denly. “I didn’t know, I—didn’t know. | 
fancied you weren't in earnest. I thought 
you were flirting. I—I liked what you 
said, but I didn’t dare believe.”’ 

“And now it is over.’ I said the 
words harshly. 

“Oh no!” cried Rose, staring up at me. 
“Only the rush and the shower and the 
scintillations.” 

“Which. is,” 
rocket.” 

She laughed, a tremulous laugh with 
tears close on its heels. ‘Then suddenly 
she took my hand and went swiftly across 
the grass to where the ground was 
illumined. 

“T_T was a beast ; can—can you for- 
give me. Lord Vivant ?”’ 

“Bob,” I said, and I know my smile 
was fatuously happy. 

“Bob,” she repeated. ‘‘ And—and 
there is something lelt.”” She stooped and 
handed me something. 


I said mournfully, “a 


Its efficiency as a cleanser of 
the teeth is due to the Oxygen 
which it generates when used. 


THE OXYGEN DOES IT 


SOLD EVERYWHERE /N DAINTY BOTTLES AT Wir f 
: FREE SAMPLE BOOKLET FROM 


A.C.WOOTTON, /%. Trintly Square Lonoon,£¢. 


MISS VIRGINIA MARSHALL, THE BEAUTIFUL AMERICAN ACTRESS 


“Every rocket has a stick, Bob. Dear 
Bob,” she whispered half laughing, “ beat 
me. THE END. 

t tt 2 
The Old; Old Story. 


Like the poor the matinée-hat problem 
is always with us. It reappears 

with renewed vigour at the commence- 
ment of every theatrical season and it is 
always as near solution at the end as it 
was at the beginning, but if the problem | 
itself has become a bore the correspond- 
ence on the subject is always a thing of 
‘joy. One person suggested that more 
hats would be left in the cloakroom if 
the charge of 6d. was omitted, little 
thinking apparently that with the mon- 
strous chapeau of a modern fashionable 
woman: no cloakroom in London could 
accor.:modate more than half-a-dozen. 


Another Suggestion. 
A nother suggests that with a sufficient 
number of mirrors along the walls 
ladies could see to put on their hats 
without looking drunk as at present when 
they leave the theatre; but considering 
that most women must be mad to wear 
half the monstrosities they put on their 
heads the added effect of drink would not 
matter much. Still, joking apart, the 
best solution of the difficulty has been 
arrived at in the Théatre Antoine, Paris. 
Here along the corridor are arranged 
pigeonholes large enough to accommo- 
date any size of hat, and ,each ticket sold 
allows of the use of one of these shelves, 
the charge being included in the original 
price of entrance. 


ELLIOTT 


PEEDOMETERS, 


ELLIOTT BROS 36, Leicester Square, and 
*9 Century Works, Lewisham. 
Write for the new Green Edition Booklet, a copy of 
which we will be pleased to post free on request, 
and which should be in the hands of every motorist. 
Telegrams: “Elliottize, London.” 
Telephone: Gerrard, 1640, 1641. C.D.c, 


‘The kind you need 
Toshow the speed.’’ 


COUNTRY CUSTOMERS & LONDON BANKS 


The New Prospectus just issued by the Mercantile Bank of 
London, Ltd., deals very fully and minutely with the increased 
benefits and advantages that can now be secured by Country 
Customers with London Banks. The question of Current Accounts 
for small Traders is dealt with, also the vexed point of interest 
on deposits. A new departure on the part of London Banks, i.e., 


GUARANTEED BANKERS’ CHEQUES 


is fully discussed and explained, and a chapter devoted to Banking 

Profits and the Public is well worth the careful perusal of those who 

have banking accounts or contemplate opening a banking account 
in London. 


A copy of this prospectus will be forwarded post free on mentioning THE TATLER 


To the Secretary, THE MERCANTILE BANK OF LONDON, Ltd., 


tstablished 16 years, KING’S HOUSE, KING STREET, CHEAPSIDE, LONDON, E.C. 
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